SWARMS    OF    ROBINS

cynical mood, I must obviously have made her tell him,
and make him so rude about it, that she, poor mis-
understood girl, would keep her diary secretly. If I was
in a sentimental mood, perhaps I made her begin with
secrecy, but only with a view to giving him, understand-
ing lover, a delicious surprise at, say, Christmas. All I
remember is that I did get to specimens of the diary.

There, for a time, I was stuck. All I could remember
of the real manuscripts I had read was sentences like,
"Still raining to-day,35 and "The postman has just gone
by; still no letter from M." I knew if I started inventing
a procession of flowers and birds I should not merely slip
into forgetfully entering the appearance of the starwort
as an autumn phenomenon, but put down all sorts of
book-knowledge which these diarists, being truthful
observers, do not drag in. So I thought I would, in
order most realistically to fill in the quotational gap in
my story, make a few daily observations myself, in the
few minutes I could spare: that way I would at least get
the facts right.

I did. I do so wish I had kept it: it might have com-
forted many earnest students of Nature. I can only
remember the kind of thing it was, and that kind of
thing was this kind of thing:

Sept. 8. "How this place swarms with robins/5 I
said yesterday while the gardener forked up bunches of
pink-and-white King Edwards and shook them free of
clods. A robin perched, immobile and dignified, on a
neighbouring potato, presented his profile, not even
bothering to notice us. "Yes/5 replied the gardener,
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